A testa- warm reception of this work of his old age, the letter I had mentof from him shows.
CidlswclL
Oct. ijtli. MydearRothenstein,
I wish that I deserved i/ioooth part of what you so kindly wrote me. I have received a good many congratulatory letters which shame my conscience, and one from the Bh of Oxford that competes with yours! Still I confess that the sincere esteem of one's friends is a very warm and comfortable thing. Also that it is well to be reminded how much one really values and depends on it.
I hope Squire will be printing a longish poem of mine in his November Mercury. You must try to read it. Yours gratefully,
ROBERT BRIDGES,
The poem proved indeed to be Bridges' last testament, for the year following he died, at the ripe age of eighty-six.
no